Breathing in the Ruins 


Aching for love I get antiquity 
confirmed,hear and see 
the wind in grasses of rye 
again,mid the spilled monuments 


to our sexual race I strode through 

in Greece and in Turkey,those 

cakes of rock comprising once 
mighty pillars. Hey! 


Give me a break! Still 
assembled I,more urgency 
than ruin. Anxious thus 
to prove out ardor plus: 0 


how much better I,now, 
than the prowling tiger 
in the bloody jungle 

he creates! 


Ah you purr "So WARM! 
and,so what?" 


Management 101 


Went to school 
To a woman for 


Feelings,a 
Bitch. 


Social Danger 


Free your mind 
but be careful 
Since it's true 


ideas breed and 
before you know 


it you are mooning 
one discriminating. 


Mrs Marconi's Tubes 


That's it, Marconi. 
Too much is 
Enough! 


martyrs at a meeting 


but we do MORE they cry and I 
want to pay a proxy (way 


you had someone take your place 
in some [all?] our glorious wars) 


to listen to this shit for me: 
everybody with the rag 


or PMS rammed 
up collective 
ass. 


One Acquainted With the Bite 


I know too many women 
grading life as men 


strual cramps, 
and men. 


Mental Fury 


Relished flying 
variously then clos- 
ing by will 


but I did see you 
say,your Lips, 
Are you crazy? 


And deflected, 
unfit for hell. 


A Tenant of Christianity 


Thomas Merton,he 
shortcircuited 


in a Bangkok fleabag, 
fan to blame 

openandshut proof. 
Jesus! Cartoon 


flip for him you'd 
think,but where 
we're at's why 


we can't stay: now,in truth, 
it's something you don't cross 
every day so therefore 


what I wish to ask is how 
you like your burnteyed boy, 


Mr Door? 


Possessed of fury 


of mind I tried reaching through 
nerves. 


to previous years, 
relishing 
what sufficed. 


I've abstracted now,al 
most wordless,it's 
a beautiful thing 


you're dead 
before you die. 


Being Made Whole 


The scene amends the 
mind,one adjusts 


the scene. Wry flowers 
to laughs, inapt 
spots. 


Divorce 


Do we come to find out 
that we understand nothing ever,a model,metaphor, 


so nothing? 
So what? Let's 


sustain it 
in our model agreement. 


High and Low 


according to Auden and some divines it's 
all of it a miracle, thus 


Max Olifant professes 
love for one,Louisa Gonch 


while squirming 
in the gaseous 
uplift of his farts. 


So,add them in their realistic beauty 


to Romeo 'n the whole glori 
ously fuckin bunch. 


Gently Down 
The eye amends 
The scene 
Amends 


The mind 


Amends 
The eye, 


Merrily 
Merrily 
Merrily 
Merrily. 


The ascension of the monkey 


makes heaven bananabright 
mid leaping fronds defining 
green forever. 


Such chatterers know everything. 
and haven't got a clue. 


Love cannot renew us 
if we see it through. 


Mopping Up 


No trick to this grimy work but 
when this place is finished'll 
smell Like The Fuckin Pines of Rome. 


Hey,what can I say? I live 
with this SLOB. Me. So, 


what can I say? He's sweet; 
I'm your basic prick 
of chaos. 


The Morgue--a Modern Refrain 


Ask him 

for your Survey. 

It's ole John Doe with 

a tag on his toe,on his toe. 


As him ‘bout it then 
you'll know how 

cold your ass 

with a tag 


on your horny toe toe toe. 


(Some words by BB King) 


Though I believe 
when you say what 
you say you Say, 


"Nobody loves me 
but my mother 
and she could be jivin too." 


This night 


has a mournful continence. 
I need my fat friend saying 
Eat! for Criiisakes,'n 

fuck everybody! 


Movieola 


Near a carousel flinging mirrors 
I whipped a handle to bare 
Langorous dancers. 


It's all been cubed, 
like everything,into 


apartments,but first 
the sledgehammering 


of fatigued machines, photos 
toppling off of tinted Princesses, 


fairer zones ex 
foliated by 
Cigarettes. 


At any rate,the loitering 
perverts no longer have to be 
molested with immediacy 


as they ply their seizing 
trade in places more surreal. 


The moon never checks in 
on a new Life. 


The Invention of Music 


From birds 
through laughing 


children;brush and trees 
to streams and into Lakes, 
enabling Light 


to sound. 


The Music Hall 


turn of our trying boulevardeur 
as he struts and boasts and how 


they taunt his randy hints and 
preening ways,even pitching 


a cabbage or two he 
sniffingly ignores. 


Ah but his stroll into the soft 
ballad,and then,their shy 
folding in,whispery 


at first,but soon fullthroated, 
chorus after chorus. 


Bowing off to teary whistles and cheers: 
the terrific game of it! More. 


What Breathes in the Ruins 


Aching for love I 
I get confirmations 


of antiquity. 
Hear and see the wind in 


grasses of rye mid 
spilled monuments 


to our sexual race I strode 
through in Greece and in Turkey,those 
cakes of rock comprising once 
mighty pillars. Hey! 


Give me a break! Still 
assembled,more urgency 


than ruin. Anxious thus 
to prove out ardor plus: 0 


how much better I,now, 
than the prowling tiger 
in the bloody jungle 
he creates. 


I know!: You purr "So WARM!" 
and, "So WHAT?" 


A Story 


As rain swings the bridge to them, 
a man rushes over it with a woman. 


From a darkening mass of birches 
into a vapor of images in 


hurrying shapes,a straw cape 
bent against gusts, 
towards that bridge. 


